io      THE MEMOIRS OF COUNT WITTE
of the invisible world from which that spirit emerged, there
may be some doubt whether it was Inferno, Purgatory or
Paradise, I cannot help feeling that there was something
demoniac in that extraordinary woman.
As I wander back in memory to the formative period of
my life, I perceive that I was brought up in an atmosphere
of absolute loyalism. One of my earliest reminiscences is
of a room where I am with my nurse and which is suddenly
filled with the members of the family weeping aloud. The
cause of that sorrow was the news of the death of Emperor
Nicholas I Alone the loss of a very dear friend could
make people weep with such genuine grief. My devotion
to the monarchs whom I served and to the monarchistic
principle generally must be indeed an inherited character-
istic. . . .
Speaking of my early upbringing, I must say that while
my parents hired for us boys, gouverneura and tutors with-
out stinting money, they failed to give us enough of their
personal attention. As a result, we were not sufficiently
safeguarded against harmful and depraving influences. As
a child I witnessed ugly scenes between my foster-mother
(my mother did not -suckle me herself) and my nursery-
maid and their respective husbands who happened to be
drunkards. When brother Boris, who was one year my
senior, and myself somewhat grew up, we were entrusted
to the care of a tutor, a retired Caucasian veteran, who was
a heavy drinker. Subsequently we were left in the charge
of a French gouverneur, a former officer of the French
Navy. After a short while the Frenchman was deported
by the authorities as a result of a scandalous love affair of
hia* He was succeeded by a Swiss, who became enamoured
of our governess, and was in his turn supplanted by a Ger-
maa imported by my father from Dorpat Herr Paulsohn
taught us, among other subjects, history, geography, and
Germatu For some reason or other, I hare not profited by